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sPLOSH ! 


HEH! HEH! YOU 
CAN'T CATCH ME 
WITH THAT OLD 

ONE, BEAKY / 
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NOW, NOW, BEAKY! DON'T 
LOSE YOUR MARBLES! HERE, 
HAVE SOME OF MINE! 


HEH! HEH! YOU SHOULD 
LOOK WHERE YOU'RE 


: Dn GOING ! 


HUH! WHY DO 
| ALWAYS OPEN MY 
BIG MOUTH ? 


toENERAL 


GE RADM 


BARMY ARMY~ 


HERE'S THE FLOUR es 
YOU ORDERED, SQUIRE 


AHA! LOVELY / 
MY SELF-RAISING 
FLOUR! 


‘BUT HOW DO WE 
GET OUT OF THE 
CASTLE, GENERAL, 


'M STABBED? ILL 


DIE/ MUVVER! 


my 
MISSED! ! 
sr i? 

4 Ln y, 
Bapy Y 


CHARGE! AFTER THEM! 
THEY'RE TOO FAT AND LAZY 
TO RUN. FAR! 


6 Dy 
° ie WE'VE ALMOST 


SOB! SOB! THEY'VE TAKEN. 
BACK ALL OUR LOVELY 


: A ray 
iN SSH” SSCn® 


ANSWER: WHEN THEIR BLACK ONES ARE BEING MENDED! 


DAVE DEE, 
DOZY 


BHAKY, 
MICK and 


TICH... 


. .. and Cyril. Cyril? Where’s Cyril? Well, he’s there 
somewhere. But maybe you can’t see him—’cos he’s a 
GHOST! 

Yes, mates, this is one group who really are different— 
whoever heard of a group with a ghost? 

But it’s a fact. Ask lead singer Dave Dee and Dozy (he’s 
called Dozy ’cos he’s always dreaming); they’ve actually seen 
him. It was back in March of last year when Cyril first 
appeared, 


LOOK WHO'S 
DROPPED IN TO SEE 
US AT THE WHAM 

OFFICE, MATES... 


IT'S THE GROUP 
WITH THE LONGEST 
NAME IN 
SHOW-BIZ... 


Dave Dee and Dozy were sharing a bedroom in the attic of an old hotel 
in Watford. During the night, Dave was awakened by a strange swishing 
sound. Peering over the bedclothes, he saw a shadowy figure standing by the 
top of Dozy’s bed. Thinking it was a burglar, Dave hurtled out of bed, 
shouting at the top of his voice, and switched on the light. But the room was 
completely empty apart from the two beat boys! 

That night Dave Dee and Dozy slept with the light on! 

Anyway, let’s hope that Cyril brings these great guys from Salisbury way a 
lot of luck with their first disc issued by ‘“FONTANA’. It’s called NO TIME. 
Written by Ken Howard and Alan Blaikley, who wrote Have I The Right? for 
The Honeycombs, NO TIME is a tune put over in a way that’s got to get you 
going! Yeah! Yeah! 


WIN A DISC 


And next week brings you the chance to win a copy of their fab disc. Dave and 
the gang have promised to come along again and personally autograph their record! 
Boy! If you win one of those, won't your mates be green! So don't forget to meet them 
again here NEXT WEEK! 


NOW MEET THE BOYS ONE BY ONE... 

DAVE DEE, lead singer and comedian of the group, likes playing football, sleep- 
ing, and listening to Roy Orbison and Georgie Fame. He dislikes Dozy’s feet. 
DOZY, bass guitar, likes cats, ‘Mum’s cooking’ and milk. He can’t stand Dave 
Dee's driving and’ his ambition is to be a great entertainer—like Sammy 
Davis Jnr. 


BEAKY plays rhythm guitar and likes sleeping (but not waking), X films, roast 

pork and Brenda Lee. 

MICK, drum-basher, likes relaxing, home cooking with tea, and listening to 

George Shearing. His pet distike—practising. 

TICH, lead guitarist, likes Chinese food and playing every night. He, too, can’t 

stand Dozy’s feet (wish we knew why), and he wishes he could sing like’ Gene 
ey. 


Want to join our mates’ fan club? Here’s the address: Caroline Cadogen, 26 Ashley Road, Salisbury, Wilts. 5 


Ben James’s son, Jeremy, across the JEREMY'S INVITED ON THE 

West to San Francisco. Being the \TRIP ARE Ul SAAN 
boss’s son, Jeremy is full of his own SG008; SOuNRY ° 

importance. Johnny finds it hard to 

keep him out of trouble... - 


Johnny Straight, trail agent for the 
1 
> Ben James Stage Line, is escorting /Tyose Two THAT YOUNG (TRUST SNeN? UeReMY's 
A RICH 


INSIDE THE COACH, GARST AND FORD 
ENCOURAGE SEREMY FO BEY COMIN. 


VM _SHARIN 
THE RANSIDE & Seats 


ITH MAY, f 
FRIENDS, STRAIGHT? A 
LRN BY THAT SURE 
S 1S A SHAME 
* MISTER JAMES! 
\ HERE—HAVE 
‘ J} ONE OF MINE! 


WITH A GUN, PREM, ran 
EVEN TOUGHER. fe SHOUTED 
0 THe DRIER. . 


HI, DRIVER! 
THIS ISN'T A = 
FUNERAL! | C-C-CAN'T CHECK) 
THEM THERE'S 
B aHeAD 


DRIVE 
FASTER! 


THINK 
NOTHING OF IT... 
BUT MY NAME, ts 
1S BUCKLEY! va’ 

, Pal, 


ww 


6 WHO IS THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER? READ ON FOR MORE THRILLS NEXT WEEK! 


Tl GRR/ WISH WE 
SAL CURLY HAIR! 
me 


LIKE Pou, PROBY! 
3 
Oy SG 


HEE!HEE! WE'VE GOT 
LOVELY CURLY HAIR 
NOW! 4 


THE TIBBLERS 


THE KIDS FROM CANAL ROAD SCHOOL ~ ~ 


CO- STARRING 
BRITAIN’S MOST. 
POPULAR TEACHER 


HEE! HEE! HEE’ 
UP TO MES 1'VE 

ELECTRIFIED THE 

DOOR HANDLE! 


=p ARAGH 
SAVE ME!, 


@ /ven! HEH! HEH! 
= THAT'S ALL/ 


er 
ZGS, | WRONG BOOK, 
R HEADMASTER! 


MEN OF DESTINY: 


JOHN HENRY WAS A 

GIGANTIC AMERICAN 
NEGRO WHO WORKED ON 
THE CONSTRUCTION OF 
RAILWAY TUNNELS IN 
THE 1860's. HIS JOB CON- 
SISTED OF DRIVING STEEL 
RODS INTO THE ROCK- 
FACE TO MAKEHOLES FOR 
THE BLASTING CHARGE. 
AND WHERE NORMAL 
MEN USED ONLY ONE 
HAMMER; JOHN WOULD 
USE TWO -ONE IN EACH 


In 1870, the chief engineer decided to try out a newly-invented 
steam-drill. Fearing they would lose their jobs, John Henry and his 
mates angrily opposed its use. John Henry bet the engineer a 
100 dollars that he could drive more steel than the drill! 


ra 


The wager was accepted and the strange contest arranged. 
Henry stood on the right-hand of the rock-face and the drill was 
placed on the left. The signal was given and both man and 
machine started to hammer away. 


The perspiring Negro flailed on 
relentlessly. Faster and faster flashed 
his hammers as the steam-drill 
clattered and clanked beside him. 
Not once did Henry's perfect rhythm 
falter as he willed himself on . . . 


As Henry reached the water pump he suddenly 
collapsed and died! The superhuman effort had 
proved too much ~ even for a man of his astonish- 
ing strength. In achieving the impossible he had 
sealed his own fate . 


Finally, the chief engineer called a halt to the race. The amount of 
driven steel was checked and the results announced. John Henry had 
lived up to his boast - he jrad sunk fourteen feet against the machine's 
nine! Utterly exhausted, he collected his winnings and staggered away 
.. + but Destiny trod closely at his heels 


For days afterwards his workmates refused to enter the 
tunnel. From inside they kept hearing the ring of Henry's 
mighty hammers. And so the steam drill had to be used! 
Henry's ‘ghost'—if that is what it was—had lost his 
mates the jobs he had died to keep! 


10 


AND HIS 
WONDERFUL 
SPECS 


The bid by Billy and Waa b\w Ss . THEANWHILE... 
Jumbi Singh to hypno- | 2 

tise Mr Trumble into 4 i =" GRRR! A CAT 
allowing Billy to play in r g \ | BURGLAR UPA TREE; 
an important soccer K EH! VLL BAG HIM "Be 
match misfires. Billy ; WITH BOTH 
escapes as Trumble BARRELS! 
hurtles downstairs after 


‘1, JUMBI! 
I'M BACK! GRAB 
=| THE BROLLY FOR 
‘A PARACHUTE 


O p 
» CAN'T THINK 
WHAT MAKES. ME 
SO RECKLESS! 
. b= ~ 
XING 8 We 
HE'S COMING ROUND! Yor TRUMBLET “ 


HYPNOTISE HIM INTO \ OF 
ALLOWING ME TO PLAY eee 
7. FOOTER TOMORROW! 


ve 
BINNS IS GOING TO BE 
ALLOWED TO PLAY IN THE < 
MATCH—BUT /’LL MAKE SURE 
HE PLAYS THE WORST GAME 
a OF HIS LIFE! ra 


@ WHATEVER THE BULLIES’ PLAN—YOU CAN BE SURE OF ‘KICKS’ WITH BILLY NEXT WEEK! 
I 


@ EXPLODE WITH LAUGHTER AT NEXT WEEK’S INSTALMENT ! 


EAGIEE 


DANNY, GO AND din ME A 
DOZEN EGGS 
—AND, ont You'd SETTER NC 
TAKE YOUR CART! | DON’T 
WANT THEM BROKEN! 


ss 

MEANWHILE, IN DANNY'S se 

IMAGINATION, HIS HERO p 

DAN DARE, IS FACING A 
IGHT, 00. 


G6S—NOT Yi 
GO AND GET SOME MORE 


“AND TAKE YOUR 
CART THIS TIME! 


RY THAT's JUST THE JOB, 

B MECHANIC! I'VE CHALLENGED 
jOTHER DUEL 
JUST 


LS 


<A 


DAN DARE FANS FOLLOW HIS ADVEN 


Definition of a cannibal: A man who “‘Ijoined the Foreign Legion to forget.” 
goes into a restaurant and orders a “79 forget what?” 


ater. Dunno, I've forgotten. 


From A. O'Grady, West 
Here are some crazy book titles from Heath, Birmingham, 31. 
Brian Maxlow of Addington, Surrey. 
Out of Debt by Bill Spade. 
A Secret To Keep by Willie Tell. 
Haunted Castles by Hugo First. 
‘The Tight-rope Walker by Betty Falls. 
Call For The Doctor by Henrietta 
Nutt. 
‘The Moving Stairs by S. K. Later. 


—eeee 


—>—__ 


FROM: FRAN 

Here's a quick teaser with which you can fool your pals. Ask each of them in Zire SOOTLAND. 
turn to write their names in one letter. They'll soon give up and then you can 
surprise them with the solution. Draw a very large ‘D’, or ‘O’ or even a ‘P’ EMM Ree aoa 
and write your name inside the letter. You've then done exactly what you [i-——aninaaiabiad 

said - written your name in one letter! 


Tell your mate you can read his mind — and prove it to him, You fam" "AYOURITE FEATURE IN WHAML I5— 


stand with your back to him and tell him to raise one of his hands 
above his head for sixty seconds. And tell him to concentrate hard 
so that you'll be able to read his mind and tell him which hand it is. 

After the minute’s up and he’s lowered his hand, turn round 
again to face him. Now you can tell him which hand he raised! 
How did you know? It’s simple ~ the hand he’s been holding up 


will be much whiter in colour than the other. 10}> fora taught Thatisiright? tf 


you've thought up a joke or a 
funny story, we'll pay you 10/- 
if we print it. Send it on a 
postcard to: WHAM! 64 Long 
Acre, London, W.C.2, 


“ARE THE gi 
RS OF OUR 


. CVF 
is) 


= 
: 
= 


15 ROCKET STAMPS 

22 SPORTS STAMPS” 

20 TRIANGULAR STAMPS 
33 ANIMAL AND BIRDS 
144 WHOLE WORLD 
STAMP ALBUM 

Just put a cross by the gift you would like and it will be sent 
ABSOLUTELY FREE OF CHARGE. toy ih” Approv 

e one free gift pi but addition 


‘at Bd. each or 3/- the lot. Money back 
guarantee). Please tall your parents. 


BRIDGNORTH STAMP CO., LTD., 
(Dept. M1), Bridgnorth, Shropshire 


= CUT OUT and SEND with a 3d. stamp = = 
and YOUR NAME and FULL ADDRESS 


FROM: M.WALKER, 
BRADFORD, YORKS, 
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4O/HO! THE PEST DIDN'T 
ANY FISH—A FISH, 
‘HIM, 


DO YOU BELIEVE IN GHOSTS? 


THE 


F you live around Markyate Cell near 
Dunstable you will know the tale of the 
wicked Lady Ferrers. You may even have 
seen her ghost. Plenty of people have. 

It all started in the 17th century when My Lady 
used to leave her house in the dead of night and, 
dressed as a man, become a highway robber on 
Watling Street. She did it for the sheer excite- 
ment, they say, but she was ruthless in action, 
robbing all and killing any who resisted. 

In case of trouble, she had a secret room 


Ferrers, refused to have anything to do with the 
chimney. 

‘So some men were brought down from London. 
None of them knew about the ghost stories — but 
they all claimed that during the unbricking they 
heard sighs and moans coming from the secret room. 
Later, as they went home, they passed the tree she 
sometimes used to swing in and there, indeed, was 
swinging her ghost! They fled in panic. And those 
repairs never did get finished! 


WELL, DO YOU BELIEVE IN GHOSTS? 


“a 


a 


reached by a secret staircase in the kitchen 
chimney built in her great house. 

And there she fled one night, having been 
wounded by a would-be victim — but she died 
at the foot of the steps. 

Her family had the staircase bricked up and 
hoped that the scandal would soon die down. 
But it was not to be. The ghost of Lady Ferrers 
took to haunting the place, perhaps annoyed at 
the lack of adventure showed by the rest of her 
household. 

‘She was seen swinging from the bough of a tree 
beneath which she had buried her loot. 

Other times she was seen about the house, 
especially near that bricked up chimney. Often she 
seemed to bring bad luck, for usually it came soon 
after she had been sighted. 

For instance, the house itself caught fire three 
times after she was spotted. 

Towards the end of the last century, the kitchen 
chimney had to be unbricked for some repairs. 
Local workmen, who knew the story of wicked Lady 


> bee 
Price of admission at a Holly- 
wood film recently was a sack 
of rubbish. The film was called: 
The Garbage Hustler. 


Two boysand akite it, Srowfield, 
Suffolk, proved ‘20 much for 
the R. 1,000-mile-an-hour 
Light 
The kite, flyin «t 1,200 ft., had to 
be grounded fa, the safety of the 
planes. The boys are to get a 
day out on the R.A.F. as com- 
pensation. 


Some flowers in Borneo have 
blooms a yard across. Some 
button-hole! 
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INTRODUCING... THE STRANGE ATH 


A TROPICAL ISL, 
AND HELP HiM TO 
FIND 

THE BAD PIRATE 
BLACKBEARD 
ARRIVES AND MAKES 
THEM GIVE THE. 


BUT AS THE MACHINE STRIKES I SAY, LISTEN 
1E GROUND, THINGS START 


THe 
TO HAPPEN. 


SURE ENOUGH THE LITTLE MACHINE 
STARTS TO PRODUCE HUNDREDS OF 
LITTLE YELLOW “BUTTONS™., 


LOOK! IT’S TURNING 
OUT LOTS OF LITTLE 
YELLOW BUTTONS! 


THAT OLD MACHINE 
HAS. tae 


THEY DON‘T LOOK 
LIKE BUTTONS TO 
ME! THEY LOOK 


FOUND GOLD, WHAT 
A WILL HAPPEN TO 
us? 
me ? 


HUH! 1 WOULDN'T 
3 That BIG AE's 
YTHIN’ SUSPICIOUS DO AS | SAY/ ¥ 
AND STAY AWAKE! FALLEN ASLEEP, 


\ ERK: |S, THAT NIGHT, FRANKIE IS LEFT| 
anh) DOWNSTAIRS —— ON GUARD! 
77NOW, REMEMBER. IF YOU HEAR 
AN 


FRANKIE SOON MAKE 


WARNING! 
INEXT PICTURE! 
DADDY BETTER WITH 


BONCE- BUMP LOTION 


YOwLK/ WHAT 
CLOT LEFT THAT 
BOTTLE LYIN’ 


"A-HEM! DADDY 
KNOCKED OUT BADDY 


BURGLIE MAN 
ALL BY HIMSELF/ 
Vt PROUD OF 

HIM! 


a 


“THE C 


co-starring 


WUFF THE WONDER 


GEE! WOULDN'T IT BE GREAT IF 
| HAD A NOSE TO MATCH MY 
FEET, WUFF/I'D BE 
A SUPER CLOWN 
THEN! 


= 


th 
2/73 


HO-HO! THE HEATS| 
SOFTENED THE 
AY! THAT WON'T| 
DO! HEH! HEHL 


THAT WAS 
Luv’LYf 


iLL BLOW UP HOW’‘S THAT THEN, WUFF ? 
THIS BALLOON AND NOBODY WOULD EVEN 
FIX IT TO MY NOSE} KNOW IT WASN‘T 
CLEVER, EH? 


ROTTEN OL’HARRY 7 HOW'S THAT, WUFF ? 
HEDGEHOG! NEVER THIS. ONE CAN'T 
MIND, I'LL MAKE 

ANOTHER NOSE 

FROM MODELLING 


CHEER UROLD PAL! 
you'vVE GOTA REAL Ka 
40nG NOSE NOW! KW 

TEE-HEE-HEEL 


‘AND GET ‘EM 
MOVING AGAIN! 


: 


CHARGES. 
7) Sy 


(( YIPPEE! WE'VE Won!) 
REINFORCEMENTS /_/. 


ANSWER: T 


HE MISSIS: 


THIS OL WILL 


SOON SHIFT THE RUST! JA 


LITTLE D0ES GEORGIE 
S| KNOW, EH, READERS ? 


SIPPI RIVER! 


23 


HES FIRST 
IN EVERYTHING 


a COO! OLD BRONTO 
ZL A af eee” “ CERTAINLY LIFTS HIS 
A “oie = “tn 7 HEAD WHEN HE'S 
Coo: “ 
iE 


z vo 
A Te VE GOT 
BRONTOSAURUS) 


pa 
oH lm 
LATEST { 
LUFT! 


COR! | WISH HE 
‘WOULDN’T. (SURED KEEP 
WAVING THAT GRUB 


S 7X_AROUND (SLURP/), 


GI 


GLU 
WHAT AN INVENTOR! ‘ TIDY- BASKET— AN’IF 
ene HOME, ‘SON! B\THAT DOESN'T KEEP HIM 
: E IN! ; TIDY, NOTHING WILL! 
py fi : 


